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was tragically small. For even poets have to pay their
tradesmen, especially married poets ; and in spite of every
effort of the sacred Nine he could not provide for a wife.
No fairy godmother appeared; stern parents intervened;
and since the young man had no prospects, the correspon-
dence was forbidden.

The prohibition was accepted; and for ten years they
never met. He was growing now. For he was launched on
London, where Carlyle and the strapping young "life-
guardsman spoilt by making poetry " smoked one another
into silence across the hearth in Chelsea, Dickens sent books
to him " as a man whose writings enlist my whole heart and
nature in admiration of their Truth and Beauty," and he
walked through the rain in Pall Mall with his arm linked in
Samuel Rogers'. His Muse was growing too. Had she not
achieved the prophetic quickstep of Locksley Hall, the grave
perfection of

Break, break, break,

On thy cold gray stones, O Sea !

to say nothing of Morte d'Arthur, with its mounting elo-
quence, hints of mysterious power,

And on a sudden, lo 1 the level lake,
And the long glories of the winter moon.

There was a glimmer of a fairy godmother as well. For
Carlyle had overborne a hesitating politician with his
" Richard Milnes, when are you going to get that pension for
Alfred Tennyson ?" and his still more unanswerable
" Richard Milnes, on the Day of Judgment, when the Lord
asks you why you didn't get that pension for Alfred Tenny-
son, it will not do to lay the blame on your constituents ; it
is you that will be damned." Faced with a prospect of
eternal torment, Milnes dropped a word to the Prime
Minister. The reading of Prime Ministers does not normally
include contemporary verse ; and Sir Robert Peel was quite
innocent of information as to the object of his contemplated